e .b;'ella. and easel” in

‘rom the great duor down to the
ﬁmnlh, and thickly bowering lilac
_.g‘»“_ forced the eye to play an unsat-
R ma-nak with the view. The

old ladies were quite un-

e to their leaf-hung outlook;
¢ life was presumably over for
',.nndauthemondldtheylon;

10 “sce the passing” of the little world
m had usurped their places. The
) itself was very old, a stately,
f xﬂi strocture, with pillars on efther
of the door, and a fanlight above,

& It had been unpainted now for many

 years, and had softened into & mellow

_ lithen gray, =0 harmonious and pleasing
in the midst of summer's vital green
that the few artists who ever heard of

n sought It out, to plant um-
the garden and
‘sketch the stately rell¢; photographers
‘also made it one of thelr accustomed

. haunts. Of the artists the old ladies

disapproved without dissenting volce. It

a “shaller” proceeding to sit
out there in the hot sun for no result
save a wash of unreal colors on a white
ground or a few hasty lines indicating
‘no solid reality; but the photographers
were thelr constant delight, and they
rejoiced In  forming themselves Into
groups upon the green, fo be *took”
and carried away with the house.

One royal winter's day there was a
directors’ meeting in the great south
room, the matron’s parlor, a spot bear-
ing the happy charm of perfect loyalty
to the past, with its great fireplace, iron
dogs and crane, its settle and entrancing
corner cupboards, The hard-working

resident of the board was speaking

astily and from a full heart, conscious
that another instant's discusslon might
bring the tears to her eyes:

“May I be allowed to say—it's ir-
relevant, I know, but I should like the
satisfaction of saying it—that this is
enough to make one vow never to have
anything to do with an institution of
any sort from this time forth forever-
more."”

For the moment had apparently come
when a chronic annoyance must be
recognized as unendurable. They had
borne with the trial, inmates and direc-
tors, quite as cheerfully as most ordi-
nary people accept the inevitable, but
puddenly the tension had become too
great, and the universal patience
sinapped. Two of the old ladies, Mrs.
Blair and Miss Dyer, who were settled
in the home for life, and who, before
going there, had shown no special way-
wardness of temper, had proved utterly
incapable of living in peace with any
avallable human being, and as the home
had sufficient accommodations neither
could be isolated to flght her “black
butterflies” alone. No inmate, though
she were cousin to Hercules, could be
glven a room to herself, and the effect
of this dual system on these tweo, possi-
bly the most eccentric of the number,
had proved disastrous in the extreme,
¥ach had in heér own favorite fashion
“kicked over the iraces,” as the matron’'s
son sald in town meeting (much to the
Joy of the village fathers), and to such
purpose that to continue the light-
~minded simile very little harness was
Jeft to guide them withal. Mrs. Blair,
being “high spirited,” Hke all the Coxes,
from whom she sprang, had now so
tyrannized over the last of her series
of roommates, so brow beaten and in-
timidated her that the latter had actual-
ly taken to her bed with a slow fever
of discouragement, announcing that
*she'd ruther go to the poor farm and
done with it than resk her life there
another night; and she'd llke to know
what had become of that hundred dol-
Jars her nephew Thomas paidéd down in

bills to get her into the home, for she'd

be thankful to them that laid it away
80 antic to hand it back before another
night went over her head, so 't she
eould board somewheres decent till 't
w- gone and then starve if she'd got

If Miss Sarah Ann Dyer, known also
a8 a disturber of the public peace, pre-
pented a less aggressive front to her
kind she was yet, in her own way, a
cross and a hindrance to their spiritual
growth. She, poor woman, lived in a
scarcely varying state of hurt feeling;
her tiny world seemed to her one close
federation, existing for’ the sole purpose
of infringing on her personal rights, and
though she would not take the inltiative
in battle, she lifted up her voice in ag-
grieved lamentation over the tragic in-
cldents decreed for Jier alone. She had
perhaps never directly reproached her
own unhappy roommate for selecting a
comfortable chair, for wearng squeaking
shoes or singing “Hearken, ye Spright-
1y" somewhat early in the morning, but
she chanted those ills through all her
waking, hours in a high yet husky tone
broken by frequent sobs. And there-
Tore as a result of these domestic whirl-
winds and too stagnant pools came the
directors’ meeting and the helpless pro-
test of the exasperated president. The
two cases were discussed for an hour
longer in the dreary fashion pertaining
to a question which has long been sup-
posed to have but one side, and then it
remained for Mrs. Mitchell, the new di-
rector, to cut the knot with the energy
of one to whom a difficulty is fresh.

“Has it ever occurred to you to put
them together?” asked she. “They are
impossible people, 80 naturally you have
selected the very mildest and most
Christian women to endure their nag-
ging. They can't live with the saints of
the earth. Experience has proved that.
Put them into one room and let them
fight it out together.”

The mwotion was passed with some-
thing of that awe ever attending a Na-
poleonic decree, and passed, too, with
the utmost good breeding, for nobedy
mentioned the Kilkenny ecats. The
matron compressed her lips and lifted
‘hér brows, but said nothing, having ex-
hausted her own resources, she was the
more willing to take the superior atti-
tude of good-natured skepticism.

The moving was speedily accomplished,
and at 10 o'clock one morning Mrs. Blair
was ushered into the room where her
forced colleague sat hy the window knit-
ting. There the two were left alone.
Miss Dyer looked up and then heaved
A tempestuous sigh over her work in
the manner of one not entirely surprised
by its advent, but willing to suppress it
if such alleviation might be. She was
& thin, colorless woman and infinitely
passive, save at those times when her
nervous system conflicted with the
scheme of the universe. Not so Mrs,
Blalr. She had black eves, “like Hve
coals,” said her aved associates, end her
gkin was soft and_white, albeit wrinkled.
One could even belleve she had reigned
& beauty, as the tradition of the house
declared. This morning she held her
head higher than ever and disdained ex-
pression except that of an occasional
nasal snort. She regarded the room with
. the air of an {mpartial though exacting
© eritic. Two little beds covered with ris-

" ing-sun quilts, two little pine bureaus,

- two washstands. The sunshine lay upon
" the floor, and in that radiant pathwuy
. Miss Dyer sat.

“If I'd ha' thought I should ha’' come
to this,” began Mre. Blair in the voice

of one who speaks perforce after long

ce, “I'd ha' died In my tracks
fore 1'd left my cowmfortable home
in Tiverton holler. Btory- n'-a-
_ house; a good sullar, an’ woods
pigh by full of sarsaparilla an’' gold
_ thread. I've moved more times in this
" Qod-forsaken place tham a Methodist
preacher, fuet one room an’ then an-
~other, an' bad is the best. It was poor
pickin’s enough afore, but this is the
~ _¢growner,”

Miss Dyer said nothing, but two
_tears rolled down and dropped onwg:
i ,? Hn Blair followed their course

. ::tfs endtg:‘ed with sueh

__wth every glance, x

again, even higher and more

“1 dti!mo what - you've got to
plain of more'n thenltat.u.
At that dms YO u've
thick thibet, an' mine's
alpaca they palmed off on me bécause
they knew my eruirht ain't what it was
once. An' youn settin' right there in
the sun, gettin' het through, an' it's cold
as & barn over here by the door. My
land, if it don't make me mad to see
anybody without no more sperit than a
wet rag., If you've lost. anybody why
don't ye say so? An' if It's a mad fit
speak out an' say that. Give me any-
}mdsr that's got a tongue In their head.

“y v

But Miss Dyer, with an unnecessary
display of effort, was hitching her chair
into the darkest corner of the room, the
rackers hopelessly snarling her yarn at
every move.

“I'gp sure I wouldn't keep the sun
off'n anybody,” she sald tearfully., *“It
never ¢ome into my head to take it up,
an’ I don't claim no share of anything.
I guess if the truth was known 'twould
be seen I'd been used to a house look-
in' south, an’ the fore room winders all
of a glare o’ light, day in an’ day out,
#nr Madeira vines climbin’ over 'em, an'
a trellis by the front door; but that's
all past and gone, past and gone., I
never was one to take more’n belonged
to me, an' I don't care who says it, I
never shall be. An' I'd hold to that if
‘twas the last word I had to speak.”

This negative sort of retort had an
enfeebling effect upon Mrs. Blair.

“My land!” ghe exclaimed helplessly.
“Talk about my tongue! Vinegar’u
nothin’ to cold molasses if you've got to
plow through It.”

The other gsighed and leaned her head
upon her hand in an attitude of extreme
dejection. Mrs. Blair eyed har with the
exasperation of one whose just challenge
has been refused. 8She marched back
and forth through the room, now
smoothing a fold of the counterpane
with vicious care and again pulling the
braided rug to one side or the other, the
while she sought new fuel for her rage.
Without, the sun was lightihg snowy
knoll and hellow and printing the fine
etched tracery of the trees against a
crystal sky. The road was not usually
much frequented in winter time, but
Jjust now it had been worn by the week's
sledding into a shining track, and sev-
eral sleighs went jingling up and down.
Tiverton was seizing the opportunity of
a perfect day and the best of ‘‘going.”
and was taking its way to market, The
trivial happenings of the far-away world
had thus far elicited no.more than a
passing glance from Mrs. Blair; she
was too absorbed in domestic warfare
even to peer down through the leafless
lilae boughs in futile wondermént as to
whose bells they might be ringing mer-
rily past. On one journey about the
room, however, some chance arrested her
gaze. She stopped, transfixed.

"Forever!” she cried. Her nervous,
blue-veined hands clutched at her apron
and held it; she was motionless for a
moment. Yet the picture without would
have been quite devold of interest to
the casual eye; it could have borne lt-
tle significance save to one who knew
the inner life history of the Tiverton
home, and thus might guess what slight
events made up its joy and pain. A
voung man had set up his camera at the
end of the walk and thrown the cloth
over his head preparatory to taking the
usual view of the house, Mrs. Blair re-
covered from her temporary inaction.
She rushed to the window and threw up
the sash. Her husky voice broke strenu-
ously upon the stillness:

“Here, you keep right where vou be.
I'm s.:oin' to be took.” You wait till I
come."”

She pulled down the window and went
in haste to the closet, in the excess of
her eagerness stumbling recklessly for-
ward into its depths.

‘““Where's my bandbox?’ Her voice
came piercingly from her temporary se-
clusion. “Where'd they put it? It ain't
here in sight. My soul, where's my
bunnit?"

These were apostrophes thrown off in
extremity of feeling: they were not ques-
tions, and no listener, even with the

on—a good

most friendly disposition in the world,

need have assumed the necessity of an-
swering. 8o, wrapped in oblivion to all
earthly Conslderatjons save that of her
own inward gloom, the one person who
might have responded merely swayed
back and forth in martyrized silence.
But no such spiritual withdrawal could
insure her safety. Mrs. Blair emerged
from the closet and darted across the
room with the energy of one stung by a
new despair. She seemed about to fall
upon the neutral figure in the corner,
but seized the chairback instead, and
shook it with such angry vigor that Miss
Dyer cowered down in no simulated
fright.

“Where's my green bandbox?" The
words were emphasized by cumulative
shakes. “Anybody that's took that
away from me ought to be biled in ile.
Hangin's too good for 'em, but let me
get my eye on 'em an’ they shall swing
for 't. Yes, they shall, higher'n Gil-
'roy's kite,”

The victim put both trembling hands
to her ears,

“I nin't deef,"” she wailed.

“Deef? 1 don’'t care whether you're
deef or dumb, or whether you're num-
mer'n a beetle. It's my bandbex I'm
arter. Isr’el in Egypt! you might grind
some folks in a mortar an’ you couldn’t
make 'em speak!”

It was of no use. Intimidation was
worse than hopeless: even bodily force
would not avall., She cast one Iurid
glance at the supine figure and gave
up the quest in that direction as sheer
waste of time. With new determination
she agaln essayed the closet, tossing
shoes and rubbers behind her in an un-
sightly heap, quite heedless of the con-
fusion of rights and lefts. At last, in a
dark corner, behind a blue chest, she
tame upon her treasure. Too hurried
now for reproaches, she drew it forth,
and with trembling fingers untied the
strings. Casting aside the cover, she
produced a huge scoop bonnet of a long
past date, and, setting it on her head
with the same fevered haste, tied over
it the long figured veil which made an
inseparable part of her state array. She
snatched her stella shawl from the
drawer, threw it over her shoulders and
ran out of the room.

Miss Dyer was left quite bewildered
by these, erratic proceedings, but she
had no mind to gquestion them; SO0 many
stories were rife in the home of the ec-
centricities embodied in the charitable
phrase ‘“‘Mis’ Blair's way"” that she
would scarcely have been amazed had
her terrible roommate chosen to drive a
cogch and four up the chimney or saddle
the broom for a midnight revel. She
drew a long breath of relief at ihe bliss
of solitude, closed her eves and strove
to regain the lost peace which, as she
vaguely remembered, had belonged to
her once in & shadowy past.

Silence had come, but not to reign.
Back flew Mrs. Blair llke a whirlwind.
Her cheeks wore each a little heetie
spot; her eyes were flaming. The
ficured veil, swept rudely to one side,
was borne backwards op the wind of her
coming, and her thin hair, evea in those
few seconds, had become wildly disar-
ranged.

“He's gone,” she announced passion-
ately. “He kep' right on while I was
findin® my bunnit. ¥le come to take
theé house, an’ he'd ha' took me an’ been
glad. An' when 1 got open that plaguy
front door he was jest drivin® away, an’
1 might ha® hollered till I was black In
the face an’ then I couldn't ha’ made
him hear.”

“I dunno what to say nor what not
to,” remarked Miss Dyer to her corner.
“If 1 speak I'm to blame, an’ so I be
if 1 keep still,”

The oth!;? old lady !:ud thrown *henelr
into a chair and was looking mmtu
bet?tﬂe h‘;r. llv
~“it's eumemthatmoum
Budlell'h last Augost,”” she said - L

&rm-
Look
cheap, sleuy_

1 Mrinmy

voice.

it wouldn't ha' been
e aﬂbﬂdr had mmd
dvn quuﬂona.n said, 'Your bunnit hox
ts thare behind my blue -chist,” ft
wuldn‘t ha' been too late then. An’
I ain't had my likeness took sence 1
was twenty year old, an' t to Sud-
le vigite an’
rn hat, an' Jonathan wore the
broeaded weskit he stood ip in the next
week 'l'hundny It's enough to make a
minister swear."”

_Miss Dyer rocked back and forth.

T“Dear me,” she wailed, “Dear me
.uz-O!

The dinner bell rang, creating =a
blessed divergion, Mrs. Blair, rendered
absent minded by her grief, went to the
table still'in her bonnet and veil, and
this dramatic entrance gave rise to such
morbid  though unexpressed curiosity
that every one forbore for a time to
wonder why Miss Dyer did not appear,
Later, however, when a tray was pre-
pared and sent up to her (according to
the programme of her bad days) the
general commotion reached an almost
unruly point, stimulated as it was by
the matron’s son, who found an oppor-
tunity to whisper to one garrulous old
Jady that Miss Dyer had received bhgdily
injury at the hands of her roommate,
and that Mrs, Blair had put on her bon-
net to be ready for the sheriff when he
should arrive. This report, judiciously
started, -run like prairie fire, and the
housge was all the afternoon in a pleasant
state of excitement. Possibly the matron
will never kmow why so many of the
old ladies promenaded the corridors fyom
dinner time until long after early candle
light, while a few kept faithful vet agi-
tated watch from the windows, Fov in-
terest was divided; some preferred to
see the sheriff’s advent and others feund
zest in the possibility of counting the
groans of the prostrate vietim.

When Mrs, Blair returned to the stage
of action she was much refreshed by her
abundant meal and the strong tea which
three times daily hearcened her for bat-
tle. She laid aside her bonnet and care-
fully folded the veil. Then she looked
about her, and, persistently ignoring all
the empty chalrs, fixed an annihilating
gaze on one where the dinner tray still
remained,

“1 s'pose there's no need of my settin'.
down,” she remarked bitingly. “It's all
in the day's work. Some folks are
walted on; some ain’t. Some have their
victuals brought to 'em an' set under
their noees, an' some has to go to the
table; when they're there they can take
it or leave it. "The quality can Kkeep
their waiters settin’ round day in an’
day out, fillin' up every chair in the
room, For my part, I =ghould think
they'd have an extension table moved in
an’ a snowdrop cloth over it.”

Miss Dyver had become comparatively
placid, but now she gave way (o tears,

“Anybody c¢an move that waiter
that's a mind to,”” she sald tremulously.
“I would myself if I had the stren'th;
but I ain’t got it. I ain’t a well woman,
an' I ain't been this twenty year., If old
Dr. Parks was alive this day he'd say
s0. 'You ain't never had a chance,” he
says to me. ‘You've been pull-hauled
one way or another sence you was born.’
An’ he never knew the wust on 't, for
the wust hadn't come.”

“Humph!” It was a royal anfl ex-
plosive note. It represented scorn for
which Mrs, Blair could find no adequate
utterance. She selecied the straightest
c¢hair in the room, ostentatiously turned
its back to her enemy and seated her-
self. Then, taking out her knitting, she
strove to keep silence, but that was too
heavy a task, and at last she broke forth
with renewed bitterness: *“To think of
all the wood I've burnt up in my kltchen
stove an' air-tight an’' never thought
nothin’ of it. To think of all the wood
there is now growin' and rottin' from
Dan to Beersheba an' 1 can't lay my
fingers on it."”

“I dunno what you want o" wood. I'm
sure this room's warm enough.”

“You don't? Well, I'll tell ycu. I
want some two-inch boards to nail up
a partition in the middle of this room,
same as John Marden done to spite his
wife. I don't want more'n my own, but
I want it mine.”

Miss Dyer groaned and drew an un-
certain hand across her forehead.

“¥You wouldn't have no great of an
outlay for boards,” she sa:.d drearily.
“"Pwouldn't have to be knee high to
keep me out. 1'm no hand to go where
I ain't wanted, an' if I ever was, 1 guess
I'm cured on 't now.”

Mrs. Blair dropped her knitting in her
lap. For an instant she sat there mo-
tionless in a growing rigidity; but light
was dawning in her eyes. Suddenly she
came to her feet and tossed her knitting
on the bed.

“Where's that piece o’ chalk you had
when you marked out your tumbler
quilt?” she called. The words rang like
a martial order.

Miss Dyer drew it forth from the an-
cient-looking bag, known as a cavo,
which was ever at her side.

“Here 't is,” she =said in her forlornest
quaver. *I hope you won't do nothin'
out o' the way with it. I should hate
to get into trouble here. I ain't that
kind.” l

Mrs. Blair was too excited to hear or
heed her. BSBhe was briefly, flashingly
taking in the possibilities of the room,
her bright black eyes darting here and
there with fiery insistence. Suddenly she
went to the closet, and, diving to the
bottom of a baggy pocket there, drew
forth & ball of twine. She chalked it,
still in delighted haste, and forced one
end upon her bewildered roommate.

“You go out there to the middle square
o' the front winder,” she commanded,
“an’ hold your end o' the string down on
the floor. I'll snap it.”

Miss Dyer cast one despairing glance
about her and obeyed.

“Crazy,” she muttered.
she's crazy's a loon.
Mitchell would come in.”

But Mrs. Blair was fgllowing out hen
purpose in a manner exceedingly me-
thodlecal. Drawing out one bed so that’
it stood directly opposite her kneeling
helper, she passea the cord about the
leg of the bedstead and made it fast;
then, returning to the middle of the
room, she snapped the Jine triumphant-
Iy. A faint chalk mark was left upon
the floor.

“There,” she crled “Leggo. Now, you
give me the chalk an’ I'll go over it an'
make it whiter.”

She knelt and chalked with the utmost
absorption, crawling along on her knees
quite heedless of the despised alpaca,
and Miss Dyer, hovering in a corner,
timorously watched her. Mrs. Blair
staggered to her feet, entangled by her
skirt as she rose.

“There,”” she announced. “Now here's
two rooms. The chalk mark’'s the parti-
tion. You can have the mornin’ sun,
for I'd jest as soon live by a taller can-
dle if I can have somethin’ that’'s my
own, I'll chalk a lane into the closet,
an’ we'll both keep a right o' way there.
Now I'm to home and so be ycu. Don't
you dast to speak a word to me unless
you come and knock here on my head-
board—that’s the front door—an’ I won't
to you. Well, if I ain’'t glad to be alone.
T've hung my harp on a willer long
enough.”

It was some time before the true
meaning of the new arrangement pene-
trated Miss Dyer's slower intelligence;
but presently she drew her chair nearer
the window and thought a little, chuck-
ling as she did so. She too was alone.

“Oh, my land,
I wisht Mis’

“The sensation was new and very pleas-

ant. Mrs. Blair went back and forth
through the closet lane, putting her
clothes away, with high good humor.
Once or twice she sang a little—"Der-
by's Ram and Lord Lovell’—in a cracked
She was in love with solitude.
‘Just before tea Mrs. Mitchell, in some
tmpidatlon. knocked at the door to see

words, and the silence almost terrified

at uu.nhlrand then,
d to open the dom- for the

the h
Mitohell cast an l‘u.rmcd glance at her
entertalner.

“Isn’t she well?” she sald softly.

“It's a real pretty day, ain't it?" re-
sponded Miss Dyer. “If 't was sum-
mer time I should think there’d be a
sea turn afore night. 1 like a sea turn
myself. It smells jest llke Old Boar's
Head.”"

“I have brought you down some
frult,” Mrs, Mitchell wae still anxious-
ly observing the silent figure, now ab-
sorbed in an apparently futile search in
a brocaded work bag. ‘Mrs. Blair, do
you ever cut up oranges smnd bananas
together?"

No answer. The visitor rose, and un-
ritu.nxly stepped across the dividing
ine.

“Mrs. Blair," she began, but she got
no further.

Her hostess turned upon her in sur-
prised welcome,

“Well, if it ain't Mis' Mitchell. I
can’'t say I didn't expect you, for 1 see
you goin’ into -Miss Dyer's house not
more'n two minutes ago. Seems to me
yYou make short calls, Now set riuht
down here, where you can see out o' the
winder., That square's cracked, but ¢
guess the directors 'll put in another.”

Mrs. Mitchell was amaszed, but en-
tirely interested. It was many & long
day sinte any person, official or private,
:md met with cordality from this quar-
er.

“I hope you and our friend are go-
ing to enjoy your room together,” she
essayed, with a hollow cheerfulness.

“I expect Lo be as gay as a cricket,”
returned Mrs. Blair innocently. “An’
I do trust I've got good neighbors. I
like to keep to myself, but If I've got
a neighbor I want her to be somebody
you can depend upon.”

“I'm sure Miss Dyer means to be very
neighborly."” The director turned, with
a smile, to include that lady in the con-
versation. But the local deafness had
engulfed her. She was sitting - peace-
fully by the window, with the air of one
retired within herself, to think her own
very remote thoughts, The visitor men-
tally improvised a little theory, and It
seemed to fit the occasion. They had
quarreled, she thought, and each was
disturbed at any notice beatowed on the
other,

“I have been wondering whether you
would both like to gv sleighing with me
gome afternoon?’ r1e ventured, with
the humility which asually assails hu-
mankind in a frank and shrewish pres-
ence. *“The roads are in wonderful con-
dition, and 1 don't believe you'd take
cold. Do you know, I found Grand-
mother Eaton's footl- “armels the other
day. I'll bring them along."

“Law, I'd go anywheres to get out
o' here,” said Mrs. Blair ruthlessly. *I
don't know when I've set behind a horse
either. I guess tha last time was the
day I rid up here for good, an’ then 1
didn't feel much like lookin' at outdoor,
Well, 1 guess you be a new director or
you'd never ha' thought on 't.”

“How do you feel about it, Miss
Dyer?’ asked the visitor. “WIill you
go—perhaps on Wednesday ?"

The other householder moved uneasily.
Her hands twitched at their knitting, a
flush came over her cheeks and she cast
a childishly appealing glance at her
neighbor acgoss the chalk line. Her eyes
were fast filling with tears. “Save me,”
her look seemed to entreat. “Let me not
lose this happy fortune.”” Mrs. Blair in-
terpreted the message and rose to the oc-
casion with the vigor of the intellectual-
ly great.

“Mis' Mitchell,’” ghe said clearly, “I
may be queer in my notioMs, but it
makes me as nervous as a witch to have
anybody hollerin’ out o' my winders. 1
don't care whether it's company nor
whether it’'s my own folks., If you want
to speak to Miss Dyer you come along
here arter me—don't you hit the par-
titlon, now—right out ¢ my door an’
into her'n. Here, I'll knock. Miss Dyer,
be you at home?"

The little old lady came forward, flut-
tering and radiant in the excess of her
relief.

“Yes, I guess I be,” she said, “an’ all
alone, too. 1 see you go by the winder,
an’' 1 was in hopes you'd come in.”

Then the situation dawned upon Mrs,
Mitchell with an effect vastly surprising
to the two old pensioners. She turned
from one to the other, including them
both in a look of warm loving kindness,
It was truly an illumination. Hitherto
they had thought chiefly of her winter
cloak and nodding ostrich plume; now,
at last, they saw her face and read some
part of its message.

“You poor souls,” she cried, “Do you
care as much as that? Oh, you poor
souls.”

Miss Dyetr | fingered her apron and
looked at the floor, but her companion
turned abruptly away, even though she
trod upon the partition in going.

“Law, it's nothin’ to make such a han-
dle of,” she said. *“Folks don't want to
be under each other's noses all the time.
I dunno’s anybody could stan' it, unless
't was an emmet. They seem to git
along swarmin’ round together.”

Mrs. Mitchell left the room abruptly.

“Wednesday or Thursday, then,” she
called over her shoulder.

The next forenoon Mrs. Blair made
her neighbor a long visit. Both old
ladies had their knitting, and they sat
peacefully swaying back and forth, re-
cailing times past dnd occasionally al-
luding to their happy Wednesday.

“What I really come in for,” said Mrs,
Blair finally, “was to ask if you don’t
think both our setfin’ rooms need new
paper.

The other gave one bewildered glance
about her.

“Why, 't ain’t been on more'n two
weeks,'"” she began, and then remem-
brance awoke in her and she stopped.
It was not the scene of their refuge and
comfliet that must be conslidered; it was
the house of fancy built by each unto
hetrself. Invention 'did not come easily
to her as yet, and she spoke with some
hesitation.

“I've had it in mind myself quite a
spell, but somehow I ain't been able to
fix on the right sort o' paper.”

“What do you say to a kind of a straw
color, all lit up with tulips?”’ inquired
Mrs. Blair triumphantly.

“Ain't that kinder gay?”’

“Gay? Well, you want it gay, don't
ye? 1 don't know why folks seem to
think they've got to live in a hearse be-
cause they expect to ride in one. What
if we be gettin’ on a little mite in years?
We ain't under ground yet, be we? I
see a real good mninepenny paper once,
all covered over with green brakes. 1
declare if 't wa'n't sweet pretty. Well,
whether I paper or whether I don't, I've
got some thoughts of a magenta sofy.
I'm tired to death of that old horsehair
lounge that sets in my c¢lock room.
Sometimes I wish the moths would tackle

it, but I guess they've got more sense. .

I've allers sald to myself I'd have a ma-
genta sofy when I could get round to
it, and I dunno's I shall be any nearer
to it than I be now.”

“Well, you are tasty,” =ald Miss Dyer,
in some awe. “I dunno how you come
to think o' that.”

“Priest Rowe had one when 1 wa'n’'t
more’'n twenty. Some of his relations
give it to him (he married into the qual-
ity), an’ I remember as if 't was yester-
day what a tew there was over it. An'
I said to myself then if ever I was pros-
pered I'd have a magenta sofy. I ain't
got to it till now, but now I'l have it
if T die for "t.”

“Well, I think you' e right on
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Johm Hoﬂ’s

Mait Extract
has helped me consider-
ably to keep my strength.
I consider it the best
nutritive tonic and table
beverage I know of.

: e of imitations. The -

2 genuitte Johann Hofs Malt Extract has the signature g~
r on neck label. Emsner & Mexpeison Co., Sole

v Agents, New York.
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R. CUMMINS & CO

OLD PROCESS SOUR MASH

WHISKEY

Free from Fusel Oil, Artificial Flavor and Artificial Coloring Matter,

“Owing to Ites absolute purity I al-
ways prescribe R. Cummins Old
Process Whiskey, where a stim-
ulantis required.”--E.S. ELDER,
M. D.,, Dean, "“"The Medical Col-
iwege of Indiana."

Absolutely Pure,
A Perfect Stimulant,

For Medicinal Purposes.

The “B. Cummins & Co. Old Prooess Sonr Mash Whiskey"” is soid b all repntable Dru
glata. 1t ls put up in bottles bearing our lithographic labal. PRICE, PER GUART, $1.85, v

A. KIEFER DRUG COMPANY, INDIANAPOLIS,
Wholesale Drugglsts and Sole Distributors.

R. CUMMINS & CO.,, Distillers,
LORETTO, KENTUCKY.
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New and Elegant,
Down Town,
And Comvenient.

Now Ready for
Occupants . . .
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“CHALFANT?”

aacccxApartment Housexmannas

Northwest corner of Pennsylvania and Michigan streats
has desirable rooms for rent, singly or en suite. Apply to
the Custodian, on the premises,

i¥ Nosmall children admitted. No cooking allowed.

Main Entrance on Michigan St,

Shore Acres

THE ORIGINAL COMPANY AND
FRODUCTION,

OPERA
HOUSE

GRAN

lmlhhmmm' Matines,
Wednesday, May I,
T'DO‘PMN Character Artor,
Mz Jazmn@s A

HERNE

In the Hit of the Season,

Shore Acres

PRICER-Night: Orchestra and side
boxes, §1.50; dress cirele, 81; balcony -
served(, Te: balcony (mdmission),
sallery, e, Matinee: Orchearra
¥ide Doxes, §1; dress circle, 150, baleony,
e; T, 28c, Heats now on sale,
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TO-MORROW, TUESDAY, WEDNESDAY,

THE .. SMUGGLERS.

THURSDAY, FRIDAY, SATURDAY,

me TRAIN WRECKERS

Mammoth Seasational Scenic Productions.

Tomlitison Hall
Monday Evening, May 6,

Graand Amagial

Gymnastic Exhibition

OoFr THE

SOCIALER TURVEREIN,

Under the Direction of
MERE. H. OSTIZRHEILID

400...... PARTICIPANTS......400

_ EUROPEAN STEAMERS.

3 ® HAMBURG-ANERICAN LINE
THE ONLY LINE janatning ares
5 E“”E“‘Lm with Twin-Screw Steamers

NEW YORK, SOUTHAMPTON (London, Parisi HAMBURG
Holding the record for fasfest time on Lhis route,
SPRING SAITLINGS, EXPRESS STEAMERS,

Colnmbia, May 9, 11am Columbin, June #, 11 am
A. Victoria, May 14, 8 am A, Victorin, June 8, § sn'
Normannia, May Al. 1t am Normannia, June 20, 11 am
¥. Hmrmrt‘k MI.)J) 11 am ¥, Blsmarck, June 27, 11 am
&t cabin, nml upwards; X eahin, $45 and $50,
Beumas DIRECT HAMBURG SERVICE by Twin
Screw Mall 5. 8 froin New York Satnrdays,
18t Cubin, $50. Intermediate, $90, Steerage, I8
HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE.
87 Broadway, New York.
FRENZEL BROS,, A. METZUER, Agency, Indian~
apolis.
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SEVENTH ANNUAL INDIANA

MUSIC
FESTIVAL

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday

At TomlinSon Hall, yeime, Tecsisy and Toarsse attersocee May 13=14=15<16

Musical Director.

Chorus of 350 Voices.
Boston Festival Orchestra.
12--Famous Soloists-~12

MME. NELLIE

MME. LALILIAN

PRICES OF SEASON TICKETS —Main floor, front ro
Slo-rwmwn, 88
PRICES FOR SINGLE CONCERTS—Main floor, front rows, $2
row, $2.50; rows.lz
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Seats sale at Fofir Ti Oﬂu,li'
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MELBA

MRS. JULIA L. WYMANS, MISS GERTRUDE MAY STEIN, MISS ROSE STEWART, MRS. JENNIE
PATRICK WALKER, MR. W. H. CLARKE, MR. BEN DAVIES, MR. WATKIN MILLS,
MR W H RIEGEB,IR MAX HEINRICH, MR. W. H. SHERWOOD and

NORDICA

33"!:“ rows, $6; baleony, first row,

rear
l!h&y
Sale of Season Tickets to Guarantors ONLYwmu,NutMAY.MYJ.h-QA.H.hIZH.
-msﬁdmmmmummuwmv. MAY 3 ané 4.

8$1.50; first
Rﬂ, balcony,




